THE   PLEASURES   OF

I went outside the tent door for a little air, and
found our gallant guard all fast asleep and snoring.
In the morning they assured us that they had never
closed their eyes all night, but had sat up watching
for robbers I!

We had experienced once in Persia the pleasant
sensation of being lost when alone in the desert. In
the Turkish-Arabian desert we, in company with
the whole caravan, were once lost, and spent many
weary hours wandering about seeking for our right
road in vain. It was a day or two after leaving
Diabekir; our escort, reduced to one soldier as the
road was considered fairly safe, was quite sure he
knew the way. Our muleteer and servants had
never travelled that road before, so we were com-
pletely in the hands of one man; but as he seemed
quite sure, we did not trouble about it, knowing that
these men are always on the road acting as escort.
But we soon found that we were trusting to a broken
reed, so far as his knowledge as a guide was con-
cerned. We started one day on what we supposed
to be a short stage, but to our surprise it seemed to
lengthen out into a longer one than usual, till we
began to despair of ever reaching the end. At last,
when sunset was a thing of the past, we began to
suspect that our guide was not too sure of his where-
abouts ; and this suspicion soon changed to certainty
when we suddenly found ourselves on the top of a
steep bank, down which it was impossible for the
animals to climb. Our clever guide then confessed
that he did not know where we were.

It was now quite dark, and we had been riding
since early morning, so felt pretty tired; but our
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